We were just little kids trying to break the 
monotony of a hot summer day in the country- 
side outside of Banff. We had our jam sandwich- 
es and flasks of water, our sticks for protection or 
swatting away flies and strict instructions from 
our parents as to how far we were allowed to go. 
We had no idea where we were, let alone where 
we were going. Just 5 explorers on a field trip, 3 
girls and 2 boys. At 6 years old, I was the oldest, 
which meant nothing really, but I was the des- 
ignated leader. Looking back now, as a Mother 
myself, I have to wonder what my Mother and 
Aunt were thinking when they let us wander 
_ off in uncharted territory for any of us. Adults 
were so lax back then not considering the small 
dangers that could occur. 


We were not afraid because we had no idea 

_ what fear was and we were free to explore. Walk- 
ing a very sketchy path we ended up facing an 
open area, with tall grasses gently moving toa — 
nice breeze. We decided to pretend that we had 
landed on the moon and should look for craters- 
with our sticks poking and waving them in the 
air. We ran and jumped through the grasses, 
twirling and laughing. We were all quite short 
compared to the height of the grass, so it wasn't 
until we stopped our frolicking that I noticed 
some larger creatures in the distance. Up to this _ 


point in my life, I had very little to do with any 
wild animals, or farm animals only dogs, cats 
and birds, so when I saw a sizeable group of 
horses I just stared at them, slightly frozen. Of 
course, the boys started to jump up and down 
creating a scene which in turn caught the atten- 
tion of the horses, especially a large black one. 
‘As this horse turned and started to make his way 
towards us, I decided that we could be in trouble 
and loudly shouted out, Run. All of the horses 
were on the move but the black one was sure- 

ly headed toward us. My sister who was just 4 
started to cry and scream as I was running ahead 
of her. She, of course, could not keep up, so I 
turned to grab her hand. The black horse was 
bucking and rearing up right behind her. She 
ended up getting a clip in the bum which sent us 
both flying into the dirt path. | 


By this time the boys had screamed loudly 
enough to draw the attention of our negligent 
parents who were running towards us waving | 
their arms at the horses hoping that would steer 
them away from us. It did, and once we got up 
with our tear filled faces covered in dirt, my sis- 
‚ter and I became aware of our first taste of fear. 
We never did forget about that day in Banff, 

' when our quest for an adventure EAN NE first - 
taste of fear. 


